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TEMERAPNCE ODE. 


Tone—Auld Lang Syne. 


O strive tostop the drunkard’s cup, 
And stay the stream of crime ; 
Nor sip a drop of Satan’s sop— 
The curse of every clime. 


What hrsts, alas ! the ruby glass 
Consigns to death and night ; 
Nor let us pass the suffering mass, 

But win them to the right. 


The sure defense of abstinence 
Full on our banner waves 

To drive far hence the pestilence 
That fills its countless graves. 


The cooling stream, with silver gleam, 


Will make us hale and strong ; 
Hence we proclaim its high esteem 
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ARMY HYMN. 
6’s and 4’s, Tunz—America, 
The land our fathers gave— 
Home of the free and brave— 
How dearly loved! 

Though some from truth have swerved,, 
Still be this land preserved ;— 
Her sons for duty nerved, 

By Heaven approved. 


Let dark rebellion’s waves 
That stain our fathers’ graves 
Be backward driven ! 
Let treason be o’erthrown, 
And freedom wide be known 
To hymn in angel tone 
‘The law of Heaven. 


Let the divine decree 
Establish liberty 
On every shore, 
Till every tongue shall sing, 
And every hand shall bring 
An offering to our King 
Forevermore. 
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ARMY HYMN. 
7s Tune—Rock of Ages 


Ages roll at God’s command; 
All obey on sea and land; 
Vain is rude oppression’s hand 
Reckless lifted to withstand 
Heaven's invincible decree 
‘Guarding human liberty. 


‘Law lifts up her regal tones; 
Tyrants tremble on their thrones; 
Despots drop their bloody crowns; 
Justice draws her sword and frowns; 
‘God in might avenges right, 
Dooming wrong to shame and flight. 


O’er the earth the truth shall reign; 
Giant sins shall all be slain; 
Freedom shall her sway obtain 

Over every land and main; 

hen the Prince of Peace shall.come, 
Making earth a happy home. 


ARMY HYMN. 
8.M. Tune—St. Thomas. 


Lo, on Genesaret 
The winds are hushed to rest; 
The waves, in battling fury set, 
Are calmed upon its breast. 


Thou blessed Prince of Peace 
Who stilled the stormy sea, 
From every foe and fear release 
The land that trusts in thee. 


Jehovah Jesus, speak 
Amid the strifes of men; 

Rebellion’s maddened tempest break, 
And give us peace again: . 


Yea, grant us evermore 
Thy grace, to children given; 

Be thou our help till storms be o’er, 
And give us rest in heaven. 


ARMY HYMN. 
8S. M Tune—Shirland. 


O Lord, our fathers’ King, 
Who led them o’er the sea 
And chose their costly offering 
Of blood bought liberty ; 


With suited penitence, 
Our waywardness we own 

While yet we look, with confidence, 
For grace through Christ thy Son. 


O grant thy pillared cloud 
Through wilderness and flood ; 

Ordain our land for thine abode 
And spare the nation’s blood. 


But if our lives are given 
An offering for our race 

Accept our ransomed souls in heaven 
And give our heirs thy peace. 


ARMY HYMN. 
OG. M. Tuns—Dundee. 


Rebellion rose against God’s throne 
Among the angel bands ; 

For crime so great none might atone, 
But justice urged demands. 


O then how great the grace and love 
To erring mortals shown, 

That Jesus left the realms above 
To raise us to his throne. 


Let love so great receive returns, 
And every heart respond, 

Before the flame of justice burns 
And heayen withdraws the bond. 


A proffered hour of grace remains ; 
The Spirit stays to bless ; 

And angels stoop with waiting strains 
And robes of heavenly dress. 


j ARMY HYMN. 
C.M. Tune— Woodland. 


O thou enthroned above the skies, 
To whom all rule belongs ; 

To thee shall suited worship rise 
From trusting mortal tongues. 


When desolating wars assail, 
When wrong defies the right, 

We raise to thee our just appeal 
And ask for conquering might. 


The bow and spear were powerless 
Against thy hosts of old ; 

To-day our loyal armies bless 
And make thy seryants bold. 


Ordain success to crown our arms 
And hasten righteous peace : 

Preserve our land from future harms 
And spread abroad thy grace. 


ARMY HYMN- 
L.M, Tune—Duke Street. 


Almighty Sovereign, just and wise, 
Meanwhile thy throne is in the skies 
On earth an empire thou hast laid 
That sin and error may be stayed. 


Though peoples rise and join in arms, 

Though trumpets sound their dread 
alarms, 

Thy mighty voice shall still the rage 

And usher in a peaceful age. 


Oppression’s rod shall yet be broke 
By freedom’s heaven invested stroke, 
And though the land be dyed in blood 
The issue shall exalt our God. 


Lord turn us from each guilty way, 

And soon confirm the peaceful sway 
Ot love and law and righteousness, * 
That all may join thy name to blesg. 
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ARMY HYMN, 


L.M. Tuns—Old Hundred. 


Eternal God, thy holy hand 
Dost hold illimitable sway, 
And mortals hear thy high command 
And joyful hasten to obey. 


Thy banner waves above all strife ; 
Thy grace can glorious conquests 
win ; 
In thee our souls may trust for life, 
And seek redemption from our sin. 


Thy Son, thy Spirit and thy word 
Will safely guide us through earth’s 
gloom ; 
Yea, angel guards thou dost afford 
To lead poor wanderers to their 
~ home. 


Through Him who died the lost to saye 
We joyful venture near thy throne , 
In love divine our spirits lave 
And thus enroll us as thine own. 
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ARMY HYMN. 
8's Tune— Union Hymn. 
' Loved land that our fathers redeemed 
The blood of rebellion now stains : 
The hope that once joyfuly beamed 
Is dark through the wrong of our 
gains. 


If needs that offences must come, 

Yet woes must descend on the crime , 
And hence we are mantledin gloom 
~. From treason the darkest in time. 


‘9 hasten, glad hour of our peace !— 
When brotherly strifes shall be o’er— 
The fruit of that heavenly grace 
That springs from the glorified shore. 


O Ruler Allwise and Divine, 7 
Turn back the broad current of blood; 
Bid light through the battle clouds 
shine, 
And pour over all its sweet fllood 
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ARMY HYMN. 
8’s sand 4’s. Tune— Greenville. 
* 
Clouds may gather thick above us, 
Still the sun his circuit keeps ; 
Present ills may never move us 
Since Jehovah never sleeps ; 
Heaven’s decreeing, 
All foreseeing, 
Light can call from chaos’ deeps. 


Troubled peoples, nobly striving, 
Sacrificing for the true, 
Shall behold the glad arriving,— 
Cheering every patriot view,— 
Of the peaceful 
And the blissful 
Day of right the nations through 


Righteousness shall have dominion 
Where oppressions once held sway ; 
God’s high law shal! rule opinion ; 
Truth shall hold the final day, 
And the nations, 
With oblations, 
Shall the will of Heaven obey. 


_ 
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ARMY HYMN. 
L. M. Tune—Rockingham. 
Our sacred strings shall sound the strain,— 
Such song as seers and sages sought,— 


Fair freedom’s fond and full refrain, 
The fame of fields the faithful fought. 


Awake around and all abroad 
The triumphs of the truth to tell ; 
Loved Liberty, we loudly land, 
Before whom fated foemen fell. 


Oppression plead its prestiged power, 
And cruel customs canvassed claims ; 

But hope heroic held the hour 
Aud numbered jpeble, eae names. 
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ARMY HYMN. 
7s and 6’s. Tuns—Morning Light. 


Abroad the tidings telling— 
God’s wondrous love to man, 
Our songs, in chorus swelling, 
Rehearse the heavenly strain, 
And give to God the glory 
Who gave to us his Son, 
And joyful.spread the story 
By angel harps begun. 


Through faith in Jesus’ loving 
And power to set us free, 

The Spirit, with approving, 
Brings down our liberty ; 

And new-born life descending 
Dispels our clouds and aioe 

Preserved by God’s defending 

To reach a glorious home. 
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ARMY HYMN. 
H.M. Tunze—Haddam. 
Our Father and our God, 
Thy sceptrerules the earth ; 
And fearful is thy rod 
That gives to freedom birth ; 
Thou castest wrongs, by judgments, 
down 
Before the right can wear her crown. 


As Israel trod the sea 
At thy divine command, 
And from his foes went free 
To reach the promised land, 
So crown us yictors in our strife 
And give our land a holier life. 


Though we in pain may sow 
And dew the seed with blood, 
We trust thou wilt bestow 
The asked and priceless good, 
When angel-peace shall swell her songs 
And thy sweet love inspire all tongues. 
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ARMY HYMN. 
H. M. Tunz—Lenoz, 
To-day, with songs, we come 
And worship at his feet 
Who triumphed o’er the tomb 
And made his work complete ; 
And loud we sing 
The conquering King, 
Whose arm will never know defeat. 


This holy Sabbath hour, 
To humble worship given, 
Invests the soul with power 
And lifts it up to heaven ; 
With joyful lay, 
* We keep the day, 
Ordained the best of all the seven. 


O Spirit from above 
Descend to sanctify ; 
Reveal the Saviour’s love— 
Indissoluble tie— 
Insuring rest 
Among the blest 
Where holy hymns shall never die. 


ARMY HYMN. 
8’sand 7’s. Tuns— Wilmot. 


On the Rock Eternal standing, 
Favored mortals strike their songs, 

Waiting for the Lord’s commanding 
Bidding back our sins and wrongs. 


All the earth shall yet surrender 
To the mighty Prince of Peace ; 

Be thou Lord our high defender, 
Save us from each dark distress. 


Since for sins thy hand doth chasten 
Give to all repenting grace; 

Then the day of freedom hasten— 
Boon to us and all our race. 


Songs from shore and mountain swel- 
ling 
Far abroad shall spread thy name 
Jesus’ gospel joyful telling 
Crowning him with endless fame. 
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FUNERAL ODE. 
8’sand7’s. Tunze—Mount Vernen. 


Brother thou hast passed the river ; 
We still linger on the shore ; 

Kin and friends may see thee never 
Till the life of war is o’er. 


Though thy form may coldly slumber, 
Resting in its parent bed ; 

In God’s book is set the number 
And the names of all the dead. 


Every eye shall see the wonder— 
All the dead at last shall rise ; 

He who rent the graye asunder 
Will descend from yonder skies. 


Since the day of death is fearful 
Calling souls before their God, 

Let us live devout and prayerful, 
Trusting in the Savior’s blood. 


EMANCIPATION SONG. 
Tune— Scot's Wha’ Ha’, 
Hear, O hear the grand decree 
Speaking millions men and free ; 
Seize, O seize your liberty, 
Sons of Afric’s clime ! 
Light now pours upon your fice ; 
Freedom waits to bless your race ; 
Sing. O sing the day of grace ; 
Shout the joyous time ! 


Law has broke oppression’s rod : 

Men are ransomed now by blood ; 

Hear, 0 hear the voice of God . 
Sounding from the skies ! 

Chains are cut by freedom’s sworda: 

Mercy now her hand affords ; 

Heaven bends down with great awards; 
Rise, ye ransomed, rise ! 


